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| hours 


Author's Notes: 
Right well, I'm on holiday and haven't been able to update "It Could Have Been" 


just yet but | will be able to in the next week or so, so hold on! But anyway | got this idea right out of the 


blue and got computer access so | hope you enjoy, it's really depressing acctually. Death fic. 


T hours. It was 7 hours before he knew anything about the accident. 1 hours because once they got to the 
crash her face was too messed up to identify and it took ages to search through the metal wreck to find her 
purse. For 7 goddamn hours he was blissfully unaware. 


He'd been having a rough day and had just gotten in the shower when they called. He was pissed that he had 
to stubble out of the warm water, nearly break his ankle down the stairs and fumble around with the phone 
before he placed it against his ear. They told him it was bad and that she won't make it. They told him to 
come down to the hospital as soon as possible. He had just stood there in shock before managing to form a 


reply before replacing the receiver. He was there in I0 minutes. 


He was ushered straight into her room and told that she didn't have long. He gripped her hand stroked her 
cheek. She turned her battered and pale face, weakly towards him and smiled. His eyes filled with tears. 


Her smile turned to a frown and she weakly reached up to wipe away his tears. He gripped her hand and 


pressed a kiss to her palm and she smiled again. 


"| love you." He had whispered to her and she mouthed them back as her breathing slowed and she closed her 


eyes for the last time. She was gore. Just like that. Now there was no one to wipe away his tears. 


The tears didn't stop as he drove home. His eyes were blurred and he couldn't stop shaking. He now sat in his 
car staring through tear-filled eyes at the rain that began to fall down around him. He felt as though his 
heart had been ripped out of his chest and he'd been left there to bleed to death, slowly and painfully. She was 
his everything and more. She had been with him this morning and now she was dead in some hospital, gone 


from him forever. Just like that 


His face scrunched up as he tried to figure out where the hell he was. He choked back his tears as he 
recognized that the house in front of him was Duff's. 


He scrambled around with the car door latch before stumbling out into the pouring rain. Within seconds he 
was soaked to the bone and he wrapped his arms around himself to keep warm as he made his way up the to 
the front door. He couldn't tell if he was still crying as he rang the doorbell or if it was just the rain that 
poured down relentlessly. 

Duff answered the door in a pair of baggy pants and a big wooly sweatshirt, to a shivering, sobbing wreck. 


"Scott? What the hell are you doing you're getting soaked! Come in" 


Duff ushered him in and slammed the door. Scott just stood there in a trance staring at the carpet as if it 
was the most interesting thing in the world. 


Duff touched his shoulder gently, "Are you ok?" 
Scott looked up at him with tears in his eyes. “She's gone." 


"Who's gone?" Duff stared at him, confused. But when Scott went to speak again Duff shushed him. "Wait, 
we've gotta get you out of those clothes before you freeze to death." 


Scott nodded solemnly and followed Duff up a wide staircase to his room. Duff pulled out a similar pair of 
pants as his and a long-sleeved shirt for him and turned away as Scott peeled off his wet clothes. When he 


was ready Duff lead him back down into the living room and sat him on the couch. 


"Who's gone?" 


"She's gone forever," Scott burst into tears and clung to Duff. "Mary's gone." 


